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Abstract 
Once upon a time, in a far off remote land there lived a sage. No one knew his name for he had been 
there, unobtrusively, for as long as the oldest inhabitant could remember. 
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long since anyone had asked him his 
name. At last he said, "My name o 
tlger is Soong, and what ls yours?" 
"My name doesn't matter," said the 
tiger, "and on the other hand it 
matters a great deal, but then I 
come from a land where all sages 
are considered to be mad." 
"How interesting," said sage 
Soong, "especially interesting in 
that of course I am mad, but you 
are the first to have commented 
upon it," and he gazed even more 
steadily in to the eyes of the 
tiger. As he did so, the burning 
yellow balls became dim and lost 
their lustre and a tear trickled 
from each yellow eye and ran down 
the tiger's furry muzzle. Still 
gazing, the sage saw, as in a 
dream, behind those weeping eyes, 
the figure of a young and handsome 
man dejectedly sitting upon the 
ground, gazing before him in a 
melancholy way. As sage Soong 
looked, the young man glanced up 
and held his eyes with his own. 
"Who are you?" asked the sage 
curiously. The gravelly voice of 
the tiger replied, while the slow 
tears continued to trickle by his 
muzzle: "Once I was a great and 
wealthy prince, with all that could 
make me happy: love; peace of mind; 
honor. Then one day I knew 
ambition, and vanity, and acted 
from both. Therein you see me 
accursed by sages of my country for 
the evil I did to my fellow man, 
and I am doomed to wonder ln this 
form till another sage takes pity 
upon me and releases me from this 
bondage ln which I have lived for 
the past ten years. That ls why I 
have come to you. And now I may 
say no more," and the tiger sat 
expectantly waiting. 
Upon hearing these words the 
heart of the sage failed 
Another one asking for 
difficult, nay almost 
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Once upon a time, ln a far off 
remote land there lived a sage. 
No one knew hls name for he had 
been there, unobtrusively, for as 
long as the oldest inhabitant could 
remember. The villagers nearby 
called him "Master", a term which 
the sage didn't think he deserved, 
but which he couldn't dissuade them 
from using. He wasn't a very good 
sage, as sages go, for he was lazy 
and sometimes hls mlnd wandered to 
the beauties of butterfly and bird 
and other interesting things when 
he should have been m~ditating on 
the sayings of the Buddha as his 
old abbot had taught hlm. Nor was 
he a very renowned sage, for then 
he would have had disciples waiting 
to hear any words of wisdom which 
he uttered, and he had none. so he 
was alone and didn't mind as he 
knew he wasn't a very good sage, as 
sages go and had chosen to remain 
so. One day the sage sat quietly, 
meditating on the blrds and 
butterflies, and now and then upon 
the sayings of the Buddha, under a 
large fig tree on the outskirts of 
his village, when he sensed, rather 
than saw (as his eyes were half 
closed), a presence approach and 
sit beside him. The sage continued 
to meditate, but after a while the 
presence beside him became more 
obtrusive, shifting position and 
almost fidgeting, so that with a 
slgh the sage turned hls head and 
found himself gazing into the 
yellow eyes of a tiger. 
For a moment the heart of the 
sage gave a great leap inside his 
chest, then his training came to 
hls rescue, "So this ls death", he 
mused as he gazed steadily into the 
tigers eyes. Then a strange thing 
happened: the tlqer spoke: "O 
sage," he !'.'.aid in a gravelly voice, 
"What is thy name?" For a moment 
the sage hesitated. It had been so 
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heart and mind for the tiger to go 
away. 
Angrily the tiger lashed his 
tail, then stood up. Slowly he 
stretched his paw over the head of 
sage Soong and slowly he flexed and 
unflexed his sharp claws. Still 
the sage sat. The tiger withdrew 
his paw and began to pace around 
the sitting sage. 
Meanwhile, the people of the 
village had become aware that a 
tiger was menacing their holy man, 
and armed with knives, clubs and 
cymbals, all the men of the 
village, in a band, with much noise 
came to his rescue. As the noise 
and uproar approached, the tiger 
said in a menacing tone to the 
still figure of the sage, "We shall 
meet again," and then with one 
large bound he leaped over the 
nearby thicket and disappeared into 
the forest. 
For days the sage sat beneath 
his fig tree, turning over his 
problem in his mind. He could see 
that it was useless to hope that 
the tiger would stay away. He had 
to do something about him, but 
what? Gone were the days of bird 
and butterfly. Now Soong meditated 
seriously, as he hadn't done in 
years, and as the abbot of his 
monastery had taught him. The 
trivial problems the villagers 
brou~ht him wer~ as nothtnq 
compared to the problem of the 
tiger. Not the least of the 
questions raised was that of the 
tiger's name. The sage was 
convinced that his statement that 
his name mattered not, yet 
mattered, meant that the tiger was 
forbidden to tell it. Sage Soong 
felt that for some reason, he knew 
not why, the tiger's name was 
important. And so the sage 
med l tated. 
The people of the village had 
never seen their sage sit still for 
so long. The food they brought him 
dally was untouched. They brought 
him drink, but it remained in the 
bottle. And still the sage sat. 
Then one day it happened. As sage 
Soong was meditating he thought of 
the abbot of his monastery, a truly 
holy man whom the sage had loved 
devotedly, and he sent out a 
voiceless cry for help to him. To 
impossible he thought crossly, for 
sage Soong had not the slightest 
idea how to go about releasing the 
young man from his prison. "O 
tiger," he said, "how do I know 
whether you have been punished 
enough? and how," he went on 
testily, "do I know whether thine 
attitude has changed? I will have 
to meditate upon this," said he, 
and he placed himself in the lotus 
position, cupped his hands and sat 
motionless, willing with all his 
in the clearing facing the angry 
tiger. 
"Hold," said the sage and put 
his hand up palm outwards. 
"And why should I not kill you 
who would not help me?" snarled the 
tiger. 
"Hold if thou be Asif," said the 
sage, outwardly calm, though 
inwardly a quaking mass of terror. 
In an instant the tiger's tail 
stopped it's lashing, his lips 
relaxed over his teeth and his ruff 
subsided. "That ls my name o sage, 
but how did you find out?" he asked 
suspiciously. 
"Through meditation and prayer," 
replied sage Soong in a shaking 
voice. 
"And will meditation and prayer 
tell you how to release me?" asked 
the tiger in a jeering voice. 
The sage drew up all five feet 
of himself and coldly looking into 
the tiger's eyes he repeated in a 
firm voice: "Meditation and 
prayer," as his training began to 
take hold and he remembered his 
abbot's teachings. Then he placed 
himself in the lotus position and 
bade the tiger to lie down before 
him. Soong shut his eyes and 
meditated. 
Several minutes passed and 
nothing happened. The tiger's tall 
started to twitch and his lips to 
curl over his teeth. Opening his 
eyes, the sage stared severely into 
the tiger's yellow ones. "Be 
still," he commanded, "meditation 
is not accomplished in a second. 
rt takes time and patience". Again 
Soong closed his eyes and 
concentrated, and again nothing 
happened. Fear arose in the breast 
of the sage, and then a strange 
fatalism came over him. He 
remembered the teachings of the 
Buddha: to accept all things with 
grace and patience. "So be it," he 
thought, "the tiger will kill me, 
but I have done my best," and 
calmly and acceptingly he awaited 
his fate. Then, and only then did 
the voice of Soong's abbott resound 
in his ear: "Soong," said the 
voice, "Take the tiger's heard 
between your hands and, gazing into 
his eyes call forth the young man 
by name Asif". 
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his surprise he was answered by the 
voice of the abbot himself, as 
clearly as if he was sitting beside 
him. "Soong," said the abbot's 
voice. "Yes master," replied sage 
Soong in a startled voice. 
"Soong," repeated the voice, "The 
young man's name ls Asif, and he 
has been punished enough. Also his 
actions in the forest bear 
scrutiny. Go thou and see." And 
with that the abbot's voice ceased. 
Then Soong gave thanks to the 
Buddha, begging forgiveness at the 
same time for his poor meditations 
and resolving to do better in the 
future. He arose, ate and drank, 
and made his way into the forest. 
For days the sage roamed the 
forest, subsisting on nuts and 
berries, drinking water from 
streams and always calling, "Asif, 
Asif," until one day he pame across 
a party of woodcutt·ers in a 
clearing in the forest. They were 
in a state of great confusion over 
a tiger which they kept calling the 
"Spirit tiger," because he behaved 
as no ordinary tiger did, and who 
had been following them for weeks 
as they went from one part of the 
forest to another. 
"O master," said one woodcutter, 
"this tiger has protected us from 
other tigers, fighting and driving 
them away. Why he even bought back 
sulin's baby who had wandered away 
and brought him back alive, hanging 
like a load of washing from his 
mouth," and all the woodcutters 
laughed, albeit nervously. Then 
the sage gave silent thanks to the 
abbot for sending him into the 
forest and he resolved to set the 
tiger free. But here the heart of 
the sage failed him and panic 
threatened to overcome his 
training, for he had not the 
slightest idea of how to change the 
tiger. As he stood with that 
thought in mind, there was a 
crackling in the underbrush and the 
tiger leaped into the clearing. He 
faced the sage, his tall lashing, 
his ruff standing out around his: 
jaws and his lips drawn back t o' 
show long,sharp, white teeth. As 
one man, the woodcutters made for 
the nearby trees, scrambling up 
them. and leaving sage Soong alone 
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Well, he had promised the Buddha 
that he would no longer be lazy. A 
few disciples to keep him up to the 
mark would not come amiss. Then 
the sage took a few moments to give 
thanks to the Buddha and to pray 
for his abbot before he too arose 
and started on his way back to his 
fig tree. 
Lady of fire & roses, 
she reaches 
through burning veils of doubt, 
holds out 
the heartcup of her hands. 
Her wisdom 
is thorn within the flower, but never 
fear of sweetness; 
fear of flame 
quenched cold in golden light. 
Against the road's long dust, she offers 
Fire & water both: 
alchemical 
tempering of the heart. 
Journeyqueen of Cups 
by Ann K. Schwader 
And thus did sage Soong call, 
"Asif come forth," and there was 
blurring and a shifting and a 
trembling and a young man lay on 
the ground before the sage where 
minutes before a tiger had been. 
The young man immediately leaped to 
his feet and felt himself all over, 
exclaiming in a joyous voice, "I'm 
human, I'm human," then he flung 
himself down in front of the sage 
and kissed the hem of his yellow 
robe. "Don't do that," said the 
sage crossly, "Give thanks to the 
Buddha who has saved you, not me", 
and he gazed sternly at the young 
man. "I shall give thanks to both, 
0 master," replied the young man 
irrepressibly, and he left the 
clearing praising both at the top 
of his voice. 
Meanwhile the woodcutters, who 
had witnessed all that had 
happened, made hast to come down 
from the trees and make their way 
to the v.lllage where they would 
tell all they had seen, while they 
picked up their supplies. That 
left sage Soong alone in the 
clearing once more, still sitting 
in the lotus position. As he sat 
he meditated upon what his past 
actions would mean to his once 
comfortable bird and butterfly 
life. For no doubt disciples would 
be drawn by the tale of the tiger. 
